FIREWORK TIME TRAVEL 
Red explosions ignite my 
early worlds back to life. 
Campfire smells waft 
over dusty drives, into 
my nose. My eyes close 
and open to scrawling 
on cabin rafters, my feet 
soaked with creek water. 
My ears hold a rumbling 
sky, storms which | run 
from to huddle in an old 
pavilion. My teenage 
years flash through my 
body and back to now, 
to turn to look at you, to 
wish your loneliness 
away, sO many artists 

in small towns, blind to 
the multitude which, one 
day, will be found. 


